at international conferences, had now been finally retired.  Since the
poet's funeral he had grown both thinner and yellower.

Noel Schoudler congratulated himself on the fact that Urbain de La
Monnerie, on the excuse of being absent from Paris., had refused to
attend the council on which his position as elder brother would norm-
ally have required him to sit.

The old Marquis's sudden rages and grumbling fits of generosity
might have risked confusing the issue. There was a letter from him
giving his agreement; that sufficed; and Noel much preferred having
the support of the cold hatred which the diplomat had long felt for
Lulu Maublanc.

The General spoke little and blew on his rosette. He seemed to
have shrunk somewhat, but his expression was still one of admirable
intrepidity. But his main preoccupation was in fact the second pros-
tate operation he was to undergo in a few days' time. Against his stiff
leg, beneath the cloth of his trousers, could be seen the outline of a
rubber bag which he felt grow heavier as the quarters of an hour went
by. Nevertheless, at moments the meeting took his mind off his anxiety.
In the middle of the circle, wedged between the two branches of the
family, the paternal and the maternal, as if in a vice, aware of as many
disapproving looks turned on him as there were people present, Lulu
Maublanc sat silent, his shoulders bowed, his eyes on the ground.
Recovered from his first surprise at finding his Leroy nephews there
and learning from the magistrate's speech the object of the meet-
ing, he had chosen the part of silence and pretended to be as indiffer-
ent as if the matter concerned someone else. But from time to time his
waxen jowls quivered above his collar and his long fingers shook. He
smoked ceaselessly and flicked the ash on to the carpet. For the last
half-hour he had listened to accusations about his life, past and present,
his habits, his expenditure, his gambling losses, and the company he
kept.

"It is generally admitted," said Noel, "that last summer, my dear
fellow, you lost a million and a half in three weeks at the Casino at
Deauville. Isn't that true?"

"Perfectly true," said Adrien Leroy, waggling his spatted foot, "and
you will remember, Lucien, that I reminded you of it only a little
while ago, when I advised you for the last time to be more moderate."
" The swine, the swine," thought Lulu; " they've all ganged up against
me, all of *them, even Adrien, and it's Schoudler who's fixed it! Very
well^Jet them show their hand; then we'll see." But he felt sick with
anxiety. "A legal trustee! A legal trustee! They want to put my affairs*
in the hands of a trustee, they want to do me down, they want to
finish me. Oh, the swine! But I shan't let them. I've still got a truinp
or two to play."

However contemptible Lulu might be in their eyes, the six old men,
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